


The H i forte ef 

Andcomes not in.ouer-ruldeby Prophecies, 

I fcarctkc power ofis toowcäke, 

To wajcan inftanttryall with theKing. 

Sir AF. Why,mygoodLord,you neednotfeare, 

Tliere is Dwj^w.and Lord c JAfortimer, 

Arch. is not there. 

Sir Af. But there is Af ar da \e. ZJernon^Lor d Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord oftVorccJrcr> and a head 
Of galiant W art iours, noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is.butyet thcKinghath drawne 
The fpeciall head ofall the land togeather; 

T \\tTrince of Wales, Lör A John of Fan rader , 

The noble Wefimerland, and warhke Blttnti 
And many m© Coriuales,and dcåretnsn 
Of eftimation,and command in armes. 

Sir Af. DoubtnotmyLord.hefliallbewellöpposM. * 

Arch. 1 hope noleflc? yet,needfuH t’is to feare. 

And topreuent the vvor f i' t Sir Aftchcll, fpccd: 

For if Lord Percy thriuenot ere theKing 
Difmiftc his powcr.hc mcanes to vifitVs, 

For hehath heard of o ur confedcracie, 

And, tis but wifedome to make ftrong again fl mro: 

T heref ore make haftc.T muft goc write agarae 
To ether friendes,and fo farewell^r Aftchcll. ^ Exeunt. 

Snter the Kmcfrmee of Wales,Lord loh» ofLrmcafter,Earle of 
Weflmerland,Sir Walter Bl»nt,and Faljfalfe. 

Kin?. How bloodilythe Sunnebeginsto peere, 

Aboueyon buskiehill,theday leokes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Trince. The Southemcwinde 

Doth play tlie trumpet to his purpofes, 

And b'y hollow whifthng in the leaues, t 
Forctels a Tcuipctt anda klufteringday. 

Km?. Then with the lofers let it fhnpathize, 

For nothing can fcetoefoule to thofc that winne. 

The Trumpet (omdes. Enter Worcejter. 

Kinjr. How nowmy Lord of Worcefer ■ tis not wcll, 
Thatyou and I fhotild mect vpon fuch tcarmes, . ^ 




Henrie t-he fottrlb. 

A*now wenieete. Youhauedeceiude outtmft, 
Andmadevs doffe our eaficRobcs of Peace, 

To emfh our old lims in vngcntle Steele: 

This is not well,my Lord, this is not well. 

Whatfay you to it ? will vou againevnknit 
This churlilh knotofal! abborred Warre? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light. 

And be no morcanexhaPd Meteor, 

A prodigie offcare,and a portent 
Ofbroched mifchiefe to the vnborne times? 

V/or. Heare mce, my Liege : 

For mine owne partjl could be well content 
To entertaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres J For f proteft, 

Ihaue not fouglit the day of this dillike. 

King. You haue not fought. it i how cotnes it then? 
FAf Rebellion lay in lus way,and he found it. 
Pri». Peace, Chewct peace. 
tVor. 1 1 pleafde your Maiefty to turneyour lookes 
Offauour.trom my felfe,and all our Houfe* 

And yet I muff rerasmber you my Lord: 

Wee were thefirft and deareftof your friendes, 

For you,my Staffc of Office did l breake. 

In Richards tiine,and po fl ed day and night, 
Tömeeteyou on the way,and kiflc your hand # 

Wben yet you were in place,and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong andfortunate as I $ 

It was ray felfe,myBrotber^nd his Sonne, 

Ihat brought yo u home.and boldly did out-date 
nc danger of the tinic. You fwore to vs, 

And you did fwcare tha t Oach a t c D/»cajler, 
f hat you did nothing ofpurpofe gåinft the ftate 
~ aimeno further, then your new falne right, 

)e leate of^^nDukcdome of Lanfafter y , 

° t ns.wc fweare our ayde : but in fhort fpace 

Zjr , ° n ne Föttunc Hiowjingon your head, 
id luch a floitd of Greatnefte feU on you. 
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